only my second-best. I reserve nay best for you.
(But PERCY, who is reading again., and can't do two
things atonce, fails to respond.} Darling, are you cross?
PERCY (in absent-minded interrogation] : Mm ?
JANE : Are you cross, angel ?

[She goes and fondles a strand of his thinning hair.
PERCY : No, of course I'm not cross. I hope Pm
never cross.

MINNIE (as she knits) : You may hope !
PERCY (mildly) : But, please, dear, don't ruffle
my hair before Ragg comes. His hair is always
so very tidy.

JANE : Oh, dear, I wish I could stop loving you.
PERCY : My dear, I don't know what you're
talking about.

JANE : You once swore thatyotfd love me always.
PERCY : I know. And a promise is a promise.
I've never broken my word yet. What do you
want me to do ?

JANE : Nothing at all but what you do do.
Just continue  to be your own   sweet,  slow-
witted, idiotic, adorable self.
MINNIE : He'll do that all right.
JANE : And you mustn't be puzzled if once every
twelve months your  middle-aged   but rather
attractive  wife  allows. herself the  luxury  of
telling you she loves you.
MINNIE : How can he help but be puzzled ?
JANE : Minnie,, I shall push you off your perch.
MINNIE : Only last week I was saying to that
Tom Moonlight, " It's a wonder to me," I said,
" that that Percy Middling boy isn't choked with
love. His digestion must be tougher than it looks."
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